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SA OT TNT ON 


The Preface to Marie 


Magdalens Lamentations. \ 


PW ; &7 o/eng her love( whoſe love i now celeſted) 
; Sith graver pent /o good a worke refuſe, 
To wet the world with her Jinne-waſbing teares, 
Whith well defiifd,rach clougie conſcrence cleares.. 


She ſhed them once in moſt abundantwiſe, 
Thinking no future azre ſhould arie them up 
While apropvenanid m tendey eyes; 
Or any heart could heartte ſorrow [up, © 
0+ any ſoule could figh for ſmne forepaht, 
Or feare that God's tuſt indgements ayeſhowld laſt. 


But world worje waxing hath forgot her lore, 

Relenting hearts are adamanted fo, | 

T hey cannot preeve,darie eyes can drop nomore, i 

Aud ſin: tlog a ſoule doe now ſo heedleſſe go : $9 F 
They cannot figh(ab tis too great 4 paint) * þ 

 Witheontrite minds, ſuch foure-{wtet throbs tb flrain, 

Q31 eA4 ut Tea 


 ThePreface. 
Tea ſoule-confoundeng [inc ſo far bath crept, 


Repentant ſighes are reckoned for toves, 
Maries teares contemned, long have ſlept, 
As jems unprigd which corrupt age deſtrotes : 


Save that her Lord,becauſe they ſtill ſhould laſt, 
| Jnſureit caike bath them inveſiebd faſt, 


For wretche.{ſoutes let looſe to libertie, 
So wanton-like are weaned to each wrong, 
So licenſed to worke umpietie, 
And freero fi:ſhly wils have liv'd fo long + 
That thoſe jreſh ſprings, whence pettent tears ſhould flow, 
Preſumption bath fo flopt that none will know, . 


And ſenceleſſe hearts,obdurat to all good, 

Have ſo pcrversed their perfixed end, 

That now(0 preefe)their fiyhs and deareſt bloud, 
Tofeed fond fancie they doe vainely ſpend : 
But for their ſins one t eave for ro lit fall, 

They have (alas )nar eye nar beart at all. 


Ab corid they ſeewhat fonne from ſence hath ſhut, 

How ſweet it were to ſummon deeds mſdone, 

T o have therr lives m equal! ballance put, 

To wargh each worke ere that t5e ape doe come : 
Ah then their teares would trickle like the rame, 


Aud ther eye- flouds, would helpe to fill the maine. 


They 


The Preface, 


They would with Marie ſend forth bitter cries, 

To pet the totes of therr ſoule-ſaving love, 

They would guſh forth freſh fountanes from their eres, 

T o win his favour, and hu mercie prove: 
Eyes hart and tongue, ſhould poure breath out ,t5 ſend, 
Teares,/ighs and plaints untill ther love they find, 


No idle howres ill ſpent infond delight, 

No teares diſtifd for momentarie loſſes, 

No ſighs for miſſing abſent lovers ſight, 

No care contri d of common worldly croſſes, 
Should then be us 4; but all conſuntd m this, 
To beg amendment and brwaule ther mſſe, 


Yea all too little to an humble ſoule 

(That inly ſees ber ill mſgovern'd hife) 

Would it appeare,to fend whole yeares in dole, 

Tea many apes to declare her firife 
Wouldpaſſe as mmuts aviſhing time would fland, 
While ſhewith feare her endleſſe faults had ſcand. 


But farre from this lives ſinners(too ſecure) 
Who gt -ing bridle to their ſelfe-defore r, 

{ anot alas one ſcanted boure tndure 

In ſacred ſervice, but their mind aſpires 


Fn following pleaſures herght whoſe froward will 
In dong good,doth 229-5, Jt careleſſe ſtill, WO 
Jc 


The Preface, ; 


Which ſeene with petic 04 our praceleBermiids,' 

Thi ry fann <P /o _— res, 

Once bath 4 buafeet,that heaven andeetth in binds, 
And made a towell of her traplung hagres,.. i 
' Towpe the dropsgwhich for her fins werejhed, 
Now deignes to tell bow our foulesſpuuld ve /ed. . 


And Marie ſhewes tomdids and maitr ants Aatlay\ vs v7 
How they ſhould weepe and decks their roſe-ttke cheekgs * 
With ſhowers of greefe,whereto bard hearts are loth, -/ 


eAnd who it ts ber matchleſFe mourning [eeles «. 2A 
/arbs,. >», 


eAnd when we.ought te ſtud our retking 
To thicke the paſſage of the pureſt lights, 


And Marie ſhowes us when weought tovegt , _,,, - 

Our braſen breaſts and kt our robes be reut, 

How proſtrating to creepe unto the ſeat 

Of that ſweet lambe,whoſe bloud for us was Spent : 
And that weſhould give way witoour woes, 
When the exceſie no fault or errour ſhowes, 


Tf you will deigne with favour to peruſe 
Maries memorial of her ſad lament, 
Exciting Collin im his graver Muſe, 
To tellthe manner of ber hearts repent : 
My game 1s great ty guerdongranted is, 
Let Matiesplaints plead pardon for amiſes 


2 V4 


eMLarie Mardalen fuſt 


Lamentation 


DT 


At the Tombe of Teſus. 


9 Hat climat will affourda mournfull mate, 


WA 


7M All wo-begon,thatvollies outhirgrones, 
Whoſe griefs do equallize my ſad-grown ſtate, 
Whoſe heart pouresforth aſea of helpeleſfe mones? 
lf ro my care, companion ſuch there be, | 
Ile helpe het mourne,ifſhe will mourne with me. 


But ſure,no ſuch aſfociat thereis, 
My Mule may tell a greefe without compare, 
Ablacke rehearſe of metamorphosdblis, 
And {ad memoriall of untimely care, 

Lugubre (Carmen fitteth beſt my uſe, 

In waiaing ſtatebeſt firs a wailing Muſe. 


B The 


Marie Magdalens firſt Lamentation, 


Thedeepelt paſsion of true burning love 
'That.ever any love-licke heart poffel, | 
(Drown'd in diftreſſe)l ſilly vyoman prove, 
Whoſeardent zeale is nurſe of mine vnreſt, 

But even to death(O haplefle deach)alone 

I ru'd his death vyhen other friends yyere gone, 


F did behold my loves too cruelldeath, 

With theſe ſad eyes,made red vvith briniſh teares; 
My foule did forrowfor his loſſe of breath, 

By vvhoſe ſweetlife,my life vyas free from feares, 
Oh had | dyd;vvhen hedy'd on the crofle, 


F necded no complaint to yvaile my loſle, 


But that(too ſweet a fayour)vyasdeny'ds, 

I mightnot I,conſorc my loyer dying, 

My courſe of life doth ſorrow ſtill betyde, 

Which moyes my {oule to ſuch aceaſcleſſe crying : 
Oh hapleſle ſoule,fo clog'd yvith care and greefe, 
For loſfe of him that vyas thy comfort cheeke, 


My Lord is dead,to yvhom my ſoule did live, 

He dy'd for me, | vyretcham letr alive, 

Nowt6 thedeadl laſting praile muſt give, 

Sith light is loſt, vyhich did my life revive, 

And all in darkenefle 1deſire to dwell, 

In deaths dread ſhade my faddelt grietes to rel. 
My 


A 


Marie Magdalens firft Lamentation, - 

My Teſizs Tombe my manſion is become, _ 

My vveatie ſoule hath there made choile to inn, 
Vpon his coarſe my comfort ſhall conlume, 

And ioies ſhall end yvhere ioies did firſt begin, 

Oh ics guſh forch your faſt diſtilling force 

Of Ocean tears,upon his Tombe and corſe, 


Ohlife-containing Tombe of my dead Lord, 
From thee no chaunceſhallhale mehence away, 
[lelingerhere vyhile deathdoth life affourd, 
And being dead,my twining armesſhall ſtay, 
And cleayeunto theeznor alive or dead 
Will Ibe drawne from where my Lordis laid, 


Thou art the Altar of all mercie mecke, 

The Temple of all cruth, the Graye of death, 

The Sanctuarie yvhich loſt ſoules doeſecke, 

The Cradle of eternall living breath, 
Ohſweerteſt heayen of my ecclipſed Sonne, 
Receive this ſilly (tar,yyhole light is done, 


Oh Whale,thatmy deare Tonas ſwallowedhaſt, 
Come (wallow me(more meet to be thy prey) 
Twas I,not he,that ſhould in right have paſt 
This bloodie tempelt;l yvas cauſel ſay, 
Vnequall doomer, vyhat haſt thou miſdone, 
To rob the earthother cceleſtiall Sonne, 


Ch 


Marie Mard tens firit Lamentation. 


 OhCeſterneot my Job wnocens, '- | 
Letth y,drie hortomerake me Priloner,, - 

Sich I, not he{Oh vyrezch molt impudent) 

Gaye caule thar ſo entag'd my.brethren vere. , , 
What, pitch clouds darken our tranſlucent yyay, 
And on whatſhore. dorh Truihs lwees preacher May? 


Aye me accurſt,vvhy did I not before 

Thinke upon this, vuhichnaw laske coolate? |. 

Why did Heaye himyyher lhad himturee - - 

Toruehis]Joſle,and mane my.ruchleflle (tare, 
Oh had byyatched,as lvyaile him novv, 
None could have taken him vvichout mecoo, 


But being too precile to keepe the Lavy, 

The Jawes ſweet maker Ihave thereby lolt, 

And bearing to his ceremonies too much awe, 

I miſſe his ſweeteltfeife,of far more colt, ® 
Sith rather vyiththe Truth I ſhould have beene, 
Than vyorking that, vvhich but a Tipe vyas (eene, 


The Sabboth day (o (trick: [olemnized, 

The ſtanding by his Coarte had not prophan'd,; 

By vvbich, prophane't things are ſanctitied, 

And that made pure, yyhichearſt v vzs foulely (tain'd ; 
Whoſe touch doth not defile the thing that's clean 
But molt defiled,maketh faire againe. 


But 


Y y' 
tay? 


ne. 


in'd ; 


leatÞ 


But 


' Ler ſfoule{cares captive)in diflikesreſolye, 


And yet, alas, | knownot vvhere thou arr, 


Aarie Maganlens firſt Lamentation. 


ba Cry I ſhould have ſtaid | went away, 


4 y-henit yvas toolaxe, came apaine, 
I 1iine of helpe(Altthen)my helpe did ſtay, 
Now I repent my follie (butinvaine. ) 
My « careleſſe heed hath broughta heape of care, 


And carefull };wult cealcleſſe teares prepare. 


' Ahlzc my heartjnto ſad fighs diſlolye, 


Let cics conſume their flouds in briniſhteares, 


1 olanguiſhſtilllunke veith deſpaireand feares.) 
Lec all l haye endure deſerved paine,. 
That pennance due,fins loſſes may regaine, 


But ah my (weete(t Ielu(my deare heart) 
1houartnotnovy,vvhere «6 yvett bur of late ; 


(Oh I cale,oh lamentable ſtace:) 
Such haplefle ate, unhappie [live i in, 
To better it, ] cannot yet begin. 


Alas my ioy,my hope,my cheete deſire, 
How haſt chou left me vyavering thus in doubt? 


In mazed maodinefſemy chonghts co tire, 


: Wandering in vvoe, and cannot find way out. 


It Iſtay here, leannor findthee (o, 


To reke dewhere] know not yyhere to goe. 
B in To 


Marie Magdalens firſt Lamentation, 


To leave the Tombe;is for to gaine ynreſt, 
To ſand (tilthelpeleſſe,isa cureleſſe paine, 
So all my tomfortin this plot doth reſt, 
Helpeleſſe to ſtay,or going,hopein vaine. 
And to this choiſe poore fouleTam lefr free, 
Which is co fay,vvith vyhat deathlyyilldie. 


And yet(even this)too happic a choice vyould be 
For me, {o vile, ſo bale,unhappie vvretch: 
For i to chuſemy death iclay in me, 
How ſaone ſhould41 that execution-catch ? 

How vvilling vyould | beto ſtop lives breath, 
IfI might point the manner of my death? 


I vvould be nailed co theſelfelamecrolle, 
 Withthole famenailes, andin the ſeltelame place, 
Where bloudie Jewes did butcher up my lofle: 
His ſpeare ſhould vyyound my hart, his thorns m yface. 
His vvhips my bodie,I yyould caſt all (marr, 
To tread his ſteps inanembrued hare. 


Burt oh ambitious thoughts, vaze not ſo hie, 
Vponſo ſweer divine felicicie, 
Thinke nor with ſucha glorious death to die, 
Whoſe life is priviero ſuch infamie: 

Death1deſeryd,not one,but many a death, 
Buc not{olweet ameane to top my breath. 


' Ho 


'v 


And makeit pure,to yeeld thee pure due praile : 


Marie Mapdalens firfl Lamentation, 


So ſweet a death ſeaſoned vvith ſuch deepe ioy, 
The inſtruments vvhereof,dead corpes vyould raile, 
And moſt impureſt {oules from ſinne deſtroy, 


A ſcourge too much(ahyvherealas)too {mall 
For my oftences to be beat yvithall. 


And therefore amlI left,more deaths totaſt 

Than l live houres,and far more yyocs to ſhun 

Than I have thoughts for my loſt ioy to ywalt, 

Which are in Pj6i 26 more then motes in Sun, 
Vnhappie me,vvhole vycake eſtate mult beare 
The violence of \uch confuſed care. 


But ſith1 cannot as he died; die, 

Nor yet canliveyyhere henow liveth dead, 

Toend my.dying life, I here yvill lie, . 

Faſt by his grave,and leane my yyearic head 
Vpon his combe,on vyhoſe moſt ſweet repoſe 
Ile leave tolive, and death my cies ſhall cloſe, 


Better it is after his bodies loſle, . 
(His ſacred bodie vvhich all creatures ioy'de) 
To keepe his {epulchre from farther croſſe, 
Thanloofing one, tolet both be deſtroy'de. 
'Thoughlhayeloſt che Saintof cleareſt ſhine, 
| yyill atleaſt haye caze to keepe thefſhrine; 
| __ And 


we” Marie Murdalons fit Lamentations 
And to this (tirine He ſactifice my heart, 
Though ir beſpoed 6f the foveraignehoſt, 
It{hall che altar beand'(acred part, 
Where I my reares vvifl offeryvith the moſt, » + 
My reares deftiite& from myhearcs deepe phine, 
Which going oot,my fighs ſhall blow againe. 


Here in this pl:ce {oh happie place}Ve lead, 

Yea,lead and endttyvwolult toathed life, - 

Thar at the leaſt iy cold gritve may bemade * 

Neare to this fombe,vyhereThave told imy'priefe. - 
Near this ftone-couch, ny eies their lighcſhallloſe, 
Winch my Lord made the place of ſweet repoſe. 


Iemay belſo,rhis Sindon lyitig hefe, 

Thus emptie left and ſerving cono'uſe, 

This rombe being open vvithout any rhere, 

May pierce ſome piteons heart foro peruſe 
My naked bones, whoſe rights for to preferre, 
This ſhroud may wrap, & this ſweet tomb interre, 


But oh too fortunat a lot to crave, 
For her that is a vvretch ſo unfortunate, 
No,no, | ſeekenot ſach ablifle to have, 
Alas, l darerivrbeglo pood eſtate: | | 
But yet if ſuchaſinne may paſſe unblam'd, 


I vyould' forgive by vyhom ic firſt yyas fram'd. 
And 


ole, 


le, 


Erre, 


Marie Mapaalens firit Lamentations 


And if to wiſh,no more preſumption vyere 

In mealive,than to permit it dead, 

If I knew him that firſt ſhould paſſe me here, 

My teares ſhould yyoo to have my corpes ſo laid, 
And vvith my praiers I that man vyould hire, 
To bleſſe meyyich his bliſle yyhich I deſire, 


And though Idare not vvith that anie do it, 

Y etthis vvithout offence toall I ſay, 

This Sindon hath my loveſotyYeuntoit, 

Above all clothes | love to it will pay. (deeme, 
And this ſame Tombe my heart more deare doth 
Than anie Princes Hearſe of moſt eſteeme. 


Yea,and I thinke that coarſe is favoured much, 
That ſhall my Lord inthisſame Tombeſucceed : 
Andtfor my part(as my reſolye is{uch) 
Vpon this plot to meet Deaths fatall deed; 

So doe | vvilh,that in the readie(t oraye, 

My breathleſle bones the right of bunall haye. 


Butthis is all,and I dare ſay no more, | 

My bodie l yvill leave to what befals, 

And in this paradiſe ali toy vvill ſtore 

For my pooreſoule,vvhich fleſh andbloudinthrals, 
Which #0 chis brittle caſe ſhall paſſe even than, 


[nto tne glorious Tombe of God and Man. 
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151: it, 
For the loſſe of the boate, whichſhee came 


to annant. 


SE Ve. ſtay my Muſe, frare my maiiters love 
ID) (The only pottion thar my fortun* left me) 
Would [anguiſh in my breaſt, and chilli prove, 
Sith vvarmthto cheriſh ir,vyas quite erefc me, 

His vyords,his preſence gone, vvhichted my flame 


And not the aſhes left to rake the ſame. 


Þ, 


My ſpiceand ointmentsſhall bethen prepat'd, 

To pay laſt tribute of externall durie, 

Though others have thereto deyoutly car'd, 
Andbrought the beſt invvorth, in vvor ke, in beautie : 
Yet ſuch deſire my duriedoth jnherir, 

That] muſt yecld my love my lateſt merit, 


My 


lame, 


2Utie; 


Marie Mapdalens ſecond Lamentation. 
My love cach quancitie too little depend, , 
Vnleſſe that mine vere added thereunto, 
Beſt quantitie too meane and noteſteemd, 
Except vvith mine it ſomewhat have to doe ; 
No Giligence-ynough for to apply, 
Vileſle my ſervice be employed by. 


Nor doe I thus ſharpe cenſure others deeds, 
Bur 'cauſe lave makes me coyetous of doing, 
Though 7o/ephs vyorke no reprehenſion needs, 


Though to my wiſh his baulme he vyas beſtowings 


Y ec all he did cannot my love uffile, 
But Imulſt actor be to pleale mine eies, 


Such is theforce of truc affecting love, 
To beaseagrein effects rappeare, _ 
As it is Zealous, fervenily comove _. 
Aﬀecdtions tirme,to yvhatit holdeth deare 
This love deyoutlecs my poore heart on fire, 


To thew lome deed of my malt deepe deſire. 


And to embaulme his breathlcſſecorpsl came, 

As once afore | did annoint his feet, 

And to preſerve the reliques of the ſame, 

Theonly remnant thatmy bliſſedid meet ? 
Tovveepe aireſhior himindeapth of dole, 
That lately vvept to him for miae owne foule: 


QC 1 


atre Mapdalens ſetond Lamentation: 
_Burloe alas,l find the grayevvide ope, 
The bodie gone, the emptie Sindon left, 

The hollow Tombel evefy where doe grope, 

To beaſflur'd of vyhat Iam (ure bereft, 


The labour of embaulming is prevented, 
But cauſe ofcndlefſe vveeping is augmented. 


He vanting is unto my obfequies, 

That vyas not vyanting to my cealcleſle teares, 

I find a cauſe tomove my mileries, 

To eaſe my vyoe,no vviſht-for ioy appeares. 
Thus though I miffe,vvhom to annoint I meant, 
YethayelI found a matter to lamenc. 


[ having ſettledall my ſole deſires 
On Chriſt my loye,vvho all my love poſleſt, 
In yyhoſe rare goodneſſe,my affection hires, 
Whom to enioy,lother ioiesſuppreſt, 
Whoſe peerelefſe yyorth unmatchr of all that live, 


Being had(all ioy)andloſt{all ſorrowes)give. 


The life of lives thus murthering in his death, 
Dothleave behind him,lafting to endure, 
Agenerall deathto each thing having breath, 
And his deceaſe our natwe hath made pure : 

| Yetampoore [| of ornament berefr, 

And all the yvorld yvichour perfeion left, 


| What 


'e, 


Marie Magdalens ſecond Lamentation\ 
WhR marvell then if my hearts hot deſire, 
Andyehementlove to ſuch alovely Lord, 
To ſee lifes yvracke,vvith ſcalding gns aſpire, 
And for his bodies loſfle ſuchyvoe aftord, 
Andfeelelike taſt of ſorrow in his mile, 
As in his preſencel enioicd bliſle. 


And though my teares,deſtiſd from moiſtnedcies, 
Are rather oile than vvater to my flame, 
More apt to nouriſh ſorrow in ſuchvyile, 
Than to deminifh or abate the ſame ; 
Yetſilly ſoule I plung'din deapth of paine, 
Doe yeeld my ſelfe a captive to complaine. 


Moſt true it is that Peter came and John, 
With meunto the Tombe to trie report, 


They came in haſt, and haſtily were gone, 


They(having ſearcht)dare make no more reſort, 


And vyhat gaind [,two vvitneſle of my loſle, 
Diſmaiers of my hope,cauſe of more croſle. 


Love made them come, but loye was quickly quaild, 

With ſuch afeareas cal'd them ſooneaway, 

I(poore hoping, in deſpaire affail'd, 

Wichout all feare perſevering ſtill co ſtay, 
Becauſelchought,no cauſe of feare yyas left, 


Sith vyhom I feard, was from my ſight bereft. 
| | C in Fox 


20. OE — OE ol A 


Marie Magdalens ſecond Lamentation« 


For [(poore ſoule)haye loſt my mailter deare, ® 
Tovyhom my thoughts deyoutly yvere combin'd, 
The totall of my love my cheefelt cheare, 

The height of hope inyyhom my glorieſhin'd, 
My finall feare,and therefore him excepted, 
Noother hope, norloye;norloſle reſpected. 


Worle feare behind,vyas death, vvhich I deſired 
And feared not, (my ſoules like being gone) 
Without vvhich I no other life required, : 
Andinvvhich death had been delight alone: 
And thus(ah thus)I liveadying lite, 
Yet neither death nor lite can end my (trite, 


Yetnow methinkes tis better dic than live, 
For haply dying, | my love may find, 

Whom yyhlle | live,no hope atall can give, 
And he not had,to live I haveno mind : 

For nothing in my lelfe, but ChriltIovd, 
And nothing ioies,my leſus ſo remoy'd, 


If any thing alive to keepe me, ſtriv'd, 
Itis his image,cauſe ic ſhould not die 
With me,vyhoſelikeneſſelovein me contriy'd, 
And treaſured upin ſweeteſt memorie : = 
From vyhich my love by no vyay can depart, 
Voleſle I rip the centre of my heart. 


Which © 


[C1 


Marie Magaalens ſecond Lamentation. 


\Wifich had been done, but chat Ifeard ro burſt - 
The worthlefſe Trunck whichmydearLord incloſed 
In vvhich the reliques of loſt ioy vvas truſt, 
An all the remnant of my life impoſed: 
Elſe'grecte had chang'd my hart to bleeding tears. 
And fatall end had pait from pittious ears. 


Y et pittiousT,in ſounperfit ſort 

Doe feeme to draw my undeſired breath, 

Thartrue [prove this often-heard report, 

Love is more ſtrong than life-deſtroying death: 
For vyhat more could pale death in me have done, 
Than in my life,performed plaine is ſhowne, 


My vvits deſtrarght,and allmy ſence amazd, 
My thoughts letlooſe and fled I knownot yyhere, 
Ot underſtanding robd,l ſtand agaz'd, 
Not able to conceit yyhat I doe heare } 
Thatin che end, finding 1 did not know, 
And ſceing,could nor yvelldiſcerne theſhow. 


I am notyyhere ] am, butyvith my love, 

And yvhere heis,poore {ouleI cannot tell, 

Yet from his ſight nothing my heart can move, 

Lmore in him than in my ſelfe doe dwell ; 
And miſsing yyhoml looke for,vvith ſad ſeeking, 
Poor yyo-worn womi,atthe Tomb ſtay weeping, 


eMaric Magdalens third XV 
Lamentation WY 


n finding the eAngels, and miſ{tn 
/ : Fr Ss Fong 


NY, Vt hope-beguiling fortune, now to cheere 
c 3 cy My long-ſad ſpirits vyith a ſhade of oy, 
Sim Wich Angels preſents doth preſet mehere, 
—_— Giting moms mirthto increaſe annoy. 
For looking him, though for him I find twaine, 


To thinke on him, redoubleth (till my paine. 


Yet fora time I yvill revive my ſoule, 
With this good hope, vvhich may my hopes exceed, 
Comfort,ſ{weet comfort ſhall my cares controule, 
Releefe may hatch,vyhere greefe did lately breed: 
| ſeeke for one,and now have found out twaine, 
Abadiedead, yet two alive againe. 
My 


Marie Migdalens third Lamentation; 


My vwofullvveeping,all vyas for a Man, ” 

And now my teares haye Angels bright obtained : 

I will ſuppreſſe my ſigh-ſwolne ſadnefſethan, _ 

And glad my hearc yvith this good fortune gained : 
Theſe Heaven attendants to a parle envite me, 
Ile heare vvhat they vvill ſay,it may delight me, 


Forl aſluremy ſelfe,it that the corſe 


By fraud or mallice had remoyedbin, 


The linnen had not found ſo much remorle, 
But had been caried too away vvith him; 
Norcould the Angels lookeo chearetully, 


Bucof ſome happier chance to yyarrant me, 


And for to free me from all feares (eyennow) 
They thus encounter, theſe their ſpeeches vyere, 
And thus they ſpake, Woman vvhy yyeepeſt thou? 
As it they bad meyveeping to forbeare : 

For ill it fits a mortall eye ſhould yyeepe, 
Where heavenly Angels ſuch rejoicing keepe, 


[: rewhile they (aid, Thou camit vvith manly courage, 
Arming thy teet,cthrough greateſt thornes to run, 
Thy bodie co endureall tyrants rage, 
Thy foule no violent torcures for toſhun 

Andart thounow ſo much a yyoman made, 

Thou can{t not bid thine eiesfrom teares be ſtaide. 


D If 


Marie Magditens third Latientatun. 


If chat thou had{Fa true Diſciplesname, 14 4M 
Sc many-certaine nrooles vvaukl thee pecſuade, # 
But incredulitie-ſo blots the fare; . - -7} 47, Wo” 


11 hou of chatcjela art uavyprihie made: 


Anduhevfortwprowugoe much yuainan ingw) 
+ el usQ waRan)Wherefarc uveepeitihals!! 


Jf cherevvere any coarſe here lyingby,;. 1 
We then vvould thinke far.it thoythedſt ch p arent l 
That ſorrowforchedgadintorſidhagerys! 1 | 
But now this-place,a place of igy,appeaies, Ty el +0 
'T hou tind{t no dead, ;utlyingytgbe here, -, 
. Chthenwhy weepelt chgu with mow ntull cheare ? 


What, is que preſgace lo. dilcombottahles; iy 118 cf, 
That ſeeing us,thouart igforlt, to yygepe,., - 11! 1 IT 
Thinukſt cthouit teares vvere {o availeable, | 
T hat vve our ſelyes from flowing iceams could keep 
( ris thy. kjadneſle in this courte.excended, 
That Geapkſtences ſhould thus be entertained. 


If they beteares of loveto ſhew good yvill, 

As 3. = Kee let them be lupprelicd, "© 

It reares of yviath, denouncing anger dtill, | ,.,' 

To thedthem here, thou ſhoulc/t nat have addrefled 


Hereyyhereall anger lacely burizd vyas, 
Bucnone delerv'd,ahnone deſery'd alas. 


If 


Mara? Aapaal, rms third Lamentation, 


[f chey beitearesof forrow, dead mens duties, * '/ 
(1 he dead reviyed/they aref{pentin vaine 3 
If teares of ioy, deititied from che booties 
Ot happic forume(flowers of ioyfull gaine) 
|c better were that fewerhad been {pent, 
And byercakenhs might expreſle.content. 


And Angels femblancevifible,preſents 

The vvill inviſible of hisdread Lord, 

Whoſe ſhapes areſhaddowed after the intents 

And drifrot hina,that rules him by his vyord : 
They brandiſh {words vohe God begins to frown, 
They theath in ſcabbards when his wrath is downe, 


When he yyould tighe;they armed.come to field, 

When he vyould rerrifie, theirnforme afright, 

When he would camforc, theytheir colitenance yeeld 

To {miltng lookes,and fignes of ſweet delight : 
Mirth intheir cies, and mildnefle in heir yyords, 
All favour, grace,and comelineſſeaffourds. 


Why weepe(t chou .7{arre then yvhen we retoice, 
Thinke not ournature can degenerat : 
Or faile in dutiefvvhich vve hold (o choice) 
Ours is no changing or ſin-working ſtate : 
Doeſt thou more loye,or more hisſecrets know, 


Than vve that athis Throne our {eryice ſhow. 
D h Oh 


Marie Magaalens third Lamentation: 


Oh deeme not Marie,deeme not then amille 
Againſt ſo plaine apparent evidence, 

Atour requeſtforbeare,and leave of this, 
Leave vyceping Marze,and vvith teares diſpence : 
Exchangethy ſorrow for our offeredioy, 
Accept ſweet comfort,and forlake annoy. 


No,no you Saints of glorieever ſhining, 
Perſuadenotmeto harbor ioyfull glee, 

But chinke to yyhom my ſorrow is enclining, 
And beare yvith my poorelove-bound milcrie: 
Alas I vyeepe for this one only loſle, 

For vyhomall ioy doth butinferre new croſle, 


For while he liv'd, | made my Paradiſe 

In eyery place,vyhere Ihis preſence found, 

A ſpeciall bliſſe yyas every exerciſe, 
Wherein I ſhewed my ſervice to him bound :: 
Eachſcaſon yyherein | inioyd my king, 
Did ſeeme to me aneyer dying Spring. 


X Marie Mapdalen fourth jy xy 
Lamentation. 


+M arie bewailes the boſe of that 


art which { brift promiſed her : 
c when he on Maris bath 
choſenthe better part, 
which ſhall not be 
taken from 
her, 


fg] I comforts meto ſend forth dryrie Paints, 
TE o fill theaire vvith my unceſlant cries, 
SC x I ovolley forth aſea of fad laments, 
With liquid teares to moiſten ſtill mine cies: 
Yet neither plaints,nor cries,laments,norteares, 
Canſerye,can ealc,canf{alve,canſhew my feares. 
D i) For 


Marie Magdalens fourth Lamentation, 


For all inioind to doe their belt ayaile, 
To helpe the mourne of my greete-butthened ſoule, 
Perſuade meſtill itismy beſt co'\vaile, 
And ſpend the day in pittie-pleading dole: 
Sich vyuhom I choſe, the comforrof my heart, 
I8now bereft(qh care-increaling ſmart.) - 


Thatl did chule the beft and precious part, * 
 Itisnodoubr;fith Chrilt 1 only chole, 
My Lard, the foveraigne of fiyZealoris heart, ... 
Whom to poſlefle;l wiſh th y-like.to: loles” -+. | 
 Buchow 1 have icnow,] cahhorſayy  * 
Sith he that yvas that part, is tane away. 


Ah could [ſtill have kept him vyich me here, 
Iyyould not thus haveloſt him from my ſight, 
No, | ywyould not have parted from my deare, 
If co my vvill l had obtained might: 
Andmight | now vvith ceares his preſence buy, 
Rather than loſe it,I all chance yyould crie, 


Sich then I nothing ſeeke,but vyhacl chole, 
Andloſle of choiceis all my combats cauſe, 
Either vouchlate this part I doenor loſe, 
Orl ſee not how to ayerre this clauſe : 
Or how(poore yvretch)Inow may truly (ay, 
| choſe belt part,vvhich is not ta'ne away. 


But 


Marie Magdatens fourth Lamentation. 


But happily,his heavenly meaning vyas, 
1 hatit ſhould nor be taken from my heart, 
Thoughtrom mine ces thouſuffered it to paſle, 
Thy inward preſence ſhould [upplie this part? 
And yertlthinkeibchou vuithin me'yyere, . 
1 fhould thee feele(and tek)noticeke theehere. 


Thou arttoo hote afire to heat my breaſt, 
And not to burne mewviththy {corching flame; 
Thy glonious lightyvould nor leave me to reſt ' 
La this blind darkeneſle,it Lhad the fame : 

For it thy glorie in me duly thin'd,' 

[: yvould rejoice and cheere my dying mind. 


No,no,it thatI had the Virginsboy, + | 

My innocent heart (vyhichnever yet hath knowne-. 

To counterleiran ovtlide ot hid ioy,) | 

Could not complain and make fuch greevous mone$ 
Nor thould my thoughts feed ona dead mis grave, 
it theyat homelo {weet a fealt might have. 


My love vyould not retaine a thought toſpare, 

Nor have an idle minute torro ſpend, 

In any other adtion for to cate, 

Burin theſweet amplecting of my treind:; ' 
Ahnothing could yvichdraw my mind from this, 


To abridge leaſt part in me from.luch a bliſſe. 
My 


Marie Magdalens fourth Lamentation, 
For all inioind to doe their beſt ayaile, 


To helpe the mourne of my greete-butthened ſoule, 
Perſuade meſtill itis my belt co\vaile; 
And ſpend the day in pittie-pleading dole: 
Sich vyuhom I choſe, the comforrof my heart, 
Is now bereft(qh care-increaling ſmart.) 


Thatl did chule the beft and precious part, * © 
It is no doubr;fith Chrilt.l only chole, 
My Lord, the foveraigne of fiyZealors heart, . 
Whom to pollefle;] with ta y life to loley?. =. 1 > 
 Buchow 1 have icnow,leahhorſayy - * 
Sith he that yvas that part, is tane away. 


Ah could Iſtill have kept him vvich me here, 
Iyyould not thus haveloſt him from my ſight, 
No, | yyould not have parted from my deare, 
If ro my vvill had obtained might: 
Andmight | now vvith ceares his preſence buy, 
Rather than loſe it,I all chance yyould crie. 


Sich then I nothing ſeeke,but vyhatcl choſe, 

Andloſle of choiceis all my combats cauſe, 

Either vouchlafe this part I doenot loſe, 

Orl ſee not how to avyerre this clauſe ; 
Orhow(poore yvretch)Inow may truly (ay, 
| choſe belt part,yyhich is not ta'ne away. 


But 


Marie M apdalens fourth Lamentation., 


But happily his heavenly meaning vyas, 

'T hatit ſhould nor betaken from my heare, 
Thoughtrom mine eies thouluffered it to paſſe 
Thy inward preſence ſhould [upplie this part 3 

Andyetlthinkeit chou vvithin me 'yyere, 


Ifhould thee feele(and tek)noticeke checkers 


7 hou arttoo hote a hire to heat my breaſt, 
And not to burne mewiththy ſcorching flame; 
Thy glonious ligheyvould nor leaveme to reſt 
I this blind dirkeneſle, it had the fame : 

For it thy gloriei in me dulythin'd,' 

[: yvould rejoice and cheere my dying mind. 


No,no,it thatI had the Virgins boy, 

My innocent heart (vyhich never yet hath knowne., 

To counterfeiran ovtlide ot hid ioy,) 

Could not complain and make ſuch greevous mone ? 
Nor thould my thoughts feed onadead mis graye, 
it _—_ home lo {weet a fealt might have. 


My love vyould not retaine athought to ſpare, 

Nor have an idle minute torto ſpend, 

In any other action for to cate, 

Bur in ctheſweet ampleCting of my treind-; | 
Ahnothing.could yvithdraw my mind from this, 


To abridge leaſt paitin me from.tuch a bliſſe. 


My 


Marie Magaalens fourth Lamentation. 


My ſtarving thirſt for his loſt ſight is ſuch, 

The ſca of my ſtill lowing ioics againe 

So ableis toletme drinke as much 

As may ſuffice to fill my longing paine: (drinke; 
That chougheach part, vyhole tides of ioy ſhould 
Yeralltrootew my greedie drought yyould thinke. 


In true loves hearts cach part is made an eie, 
And every thought prefixed fora looke, 
Then lo {weet an obiect ſoone yyould ſpic, 
That mongſt ſo many eyes{hould darkneſ{c brooke: 
| Socleareaſhine,(o bright, focleare alight, 
Could not be hidden from a lovers ſight. 


Yea doubtfleſle had the Lord in me a ſear, 
I vyould notenvie at the fortunes ſweet 
Of mightieſt prince(orempreſſene'reſo great) 
Yea | yyould more(if ſo he thought me meet) 
Reioice incarch,to be his Tombe or ſhrine, 


The Thanbein heayen,a Throne or Saints faire ſhine. 


But peradyenturenow tis vvith my mind, 
As carlt it vyasvvith his Apoſtles eyes, 
Who on the ſea choughtthey a ghoſt did find, 
When there he walked in miraculous vyile : 
And I knowing more his bodies ſhape chanmight, 
Take Mborke afancie in hearts ſight. 


But 


AMarit Magdalpns fourth Lamentateon. 
But oh(fdſoule)ic ſeemes too ſtrange that he, 
He vvhom Iſceke,and hee for yyhom | vyeepe, 
Should to my plainings thus eſtranged be, 
And leaye meto theſe firs yvhich ſorrovy keepes 
If thac in me a cauſe he did not fee, 
For yyhich heyyill not yet be ſeene of mee, 


For hence it comes that yvater-yvalted cies, 
Commaund a freſh inceſſant ſhowers of teares, 
And drive my breaſt,vyhich under burthen cries, 
Vnto a nevy-made ſtorme of fighes and feares: 
And laſt my ſoule (oh foule yyithyyoe oppreſt) 
Is madea priſoner to my owne unrelt. 


My heart ſhall neyer ceaſe to tiremyroung, 4 
My toung ſhall neverreſt to tell my ſmart, 
My ſmarr ſhall cauſe me ſtill coyyaile my vvrong, 
My vvrong(bereaving me ofmy belt part: ) 

So hearr,{o roung,foſmarc, ſhall all accord, 


To ſigh,tell, ſhew,my greefes for my dead Lord, 


I filly ſoule, ſich Imy mirthhave loſt, 

For my part vvill make much of heartie ſorrow, 

And ſith my ioy vvith ſuch deepe yyoe is croſt, 

In bicter teares all comforcl vyill borrow : 
Which preſume Hawtull y may ſheed, 
Ferching my vvarrantfrom his lateſt deed, 


E Alas, 


Marie Magdalens founh Lammtation. 


Alas,vvint neecthad my ſweer Lord to'wwcepe , 
Vpon therrefie, burforont jeatbings fake; 
Which cannot lurebeillior treo ker pe, 

T hat he thought good 10 give;tis gavd iotake; | 
My vvcepingcanaoc pteiuihce ty blile, 
A vvorld of ceares catuotberyaye my rufle 


£ 


I ſtill vvi!l dravv'to my difftretjed tr5nd 

All {ad conceits,altheavic penlive nuling, 

My hearccordattplanguor } will bind, 

Where ivmay{pine in vvithered cat c peruling ; 
Taking nu-comforc for my vyoesredreſle, 


But in conſeming tope comfortleſle. 


Ohyyould co God | vyere asprivie made 
Vn i blefied bod{es/weerremove, 
To knowyvhere chat pureveſlellnow is laid, 
As he js vyicting of my-faichtulloye. : 
Oh chou my Lord and ownec of iy ſoule, 
That knowesmy hearc,and can conceive my doſe. 


If Skies bright Sunnetoſhew his beames did ſhame, 
When lighc of lights vvyas darkened vvith dilgrace, 
If heavens their beautie did yvich louring (taine, - 
Suting their colours co'their makers caſe, 
If Natures tramne did(melting) ſhake to ſee 
Natures faire Auchor us d unnatwally : 


Why 


Marie Mapdalens fourth Lamentation; 
Why ſhould notLvyhoſe over-burthening lance 


Harh equall cauſe rowwale his heayi 


Helpein chiakadeonforrtobrateapare | 
Eſpecial y lith in chis little ſpace, - 


His bodies loſſe hacthmourners ntymber leſſened, 
And yet the cauſe of vveepingy is increaſed 3 + 
The Apoltlesallarc fled, his tliends afraid, 
And 1 aloneto oops for aan Bak 


- - g 


M, arie _ = La 


Lament4tion, 
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| Maries perſeverance at the Tombe,and the ap- 


ring of Chrift in the likeneſſe of a 
Gardiner. 


ESTA H my dear Lord,thy greefe the oreateſt Was 
"D- That evvgs yyas in manor manly heart, 

Tm And my grecfe is as great a greefe alas 
—_—_——Aseyercaygctyromntor her part : 


For out of thine my loyc hath carved mee, 
A part notſmall,and yet too ſmall for thee. 


Thy loſſe my torment hath redoubled, 

Andall ſad ſoules pay mevvhat they did borrow, 

I beare the greefe, which the coo much hathtroubled, 

Yea I am made Vice-gerent of all ſorrow: 

Sorrow,ah ſorrow thou O Tombe yyirh me, 

And thaw to teares you ſtones that hardeſt be. 
x The 


Marie Magdalens fift Lamentation: 


The time is come{now is the yery time) 
Thar leaveic had and licenſe for to cry, 
To tell the Pharites cheir ſinfull crime, 
Now for the Lord, the breach of ſilence try : 
Who ſaid, if his diſciples held their peace, 
Thevery ſtones yyould crie for ſinsincreace. 


Sith then their lips be locked up vvithfeare, . 
And ſadneſſe makes them mute,and notavyord, 
Oh crie you ſtones, and no exclaimesforbeare, 
Crie out againſt the murtherers of my Lord ; 
The robbers of his ſacred coarſe bewray, 
Bring themco lighc that ftole my Lord away. 


For ſure it yyas ſome Phariſesfell{pight 
Or bloodie Scribe(not fated yyiththe paine 
His bodiefelt)but bloud their hearts enyite 
To practiſe ſome vvorlſe crueſtic againe': 
And nowto glut their brutiſhmind yyichall, 
Have ſtone his coarſe to uſe unnaturall, 


Oh rockes and ſtones, if ever you muſt crie, 

Now is high time to poure your loud exclaimes, 

Novv let your clamours to theyvelkin flie, 

Sith lightis darkened,dead the flame of flames, 
The vyorlds great Monarchfoulely maſſacred, 
The lite of lives outrageouſly miſuſed, 


Marie Map dutens fiſt Lamentation, 
D oth not his conoue(whoſecmhipfallible is) | >! | 
Whole yyord amnipotentrules ſcaabdiuind, . 


Whom creatures'(molt in{ſen{ible>-dockille. - 

With aw d obedience, vvhich his power doth bind: 
Promiſethe vvhole vyarld (hall defend che juſt, 
Aoainſt thoſe ſenceleſle foules, vyhich/alte power 


(truli, 
And vyho moretuſttharihe,of Lultice king ? 
Who than his barbarous murtherers, fencelefle more ? 
Whoſeinnocentbloud.couldnot a{taunching bring 
Vato their greedie thick; (laughtered before ; , | 
Vnleſlerhey co-this impious aft proceed 
To yorke(his bodit:dead){bme helliſh deed, 


Why doe notthen all creatures themapplic 
evengedin a cauſe{ojult, 


Tober 
Vpon the TJewes uncivile tytannie,/., | - -; 
Berefc of ſence and blinded in miltrult, 

Their hearts made inhumane, of realonbarrain, 


Void of good feeling both eo God and Man? 


But ſure it cannocbein humane might - - 
To ſteale the bodice of my Lord away, 
No bloudietheefe,nor any moxtallyvight 
Had ſuflerance to beate {o yvicked (way: 
kt cannotbethatany ſinful ſoule  _ 
Would undertake a deedot ſuch deepedole, 
No, 


No no \he vwvasno —— IO SA 
Norfor a cruell Phariſee a pray;/ 
Nor yvere the Anvels facke ht "a ents halo: 
As my ſuſpition dothprelume toſay't''. 

Shaken 


If cis thing cawnor change mymini 
Yet{ooking onche cloches, my doubts may cleare; 


Would ariy theefe haveſo religiousbeene, 
Toſteale thebodie,andthe clothes no rake ? 
Wouldahy theefe [ovemerous have beeaſeene, - 
To ſtay, ſomanyfeare-delaiesromake,; | 
As to unſhroud rhe arfoeedinghi henes, 
And fold the napkins vvithſluchſeemely pleets ? 


* I know that Mirche makes ltinnencleave as {alt 
As pirchor ofte, well temperedormade;// /- 
And coattd'a icheefes ftolne ab folon glaſt, 
As to di(lolve the Mitrhe;andbace che Py? 's 
Breake up theſeales,openthe/ſombrand all ? 


Where was thevyatch yyhE thieſe things did betall? 


If all this yer cannot perſuademy mind, 

Yet mightmy owneexperjence make meſces 

When atchverofle theyſtripped him;unkind.. . 

I law hiss garment vwould nor parted bee -,,& 
Fre m goacrie back2,bur tare his cender skin, 
Much move.it-it vyith Murhe had nounced bin. 


le 


HMarie Magdalens fiſt Lamentation. 
Ilelooke into the ſheet,ifthere remaine 
Any one parcell of his mangled fle(h, 
Or any haice plucktfrom his heads ſoft vainc, 

If none,that ſhall my yyearie vyoe reficfh : 
Ile thinke a better chaunce betides my love, 
Than my mi{deeming feare vvill let me prove. 


A guiltie confciencedoubteth vyant of time, 
And leaudattemptsare ſtill diſpatcht.in haſt, 
Offenders doubcleaſt light make known their crime, 
And in nights ſable vyeed commic cheir vvalt ; 
With dread and horror acting fearetully, 
And cannot marke yyhen things yvell ordered be. 


But to unvvrap a bodie mangled (o, 

Out of Mirrhe cloathes, and not the fleſhto teare, 
Leaving them thus ſo cleanely vip d in ſhow, 
Itis athing moſt marvellous to heare, 
Andmoſtimpoſsible for man to do, 

Vnleſle they had light, helpe,and cime thereto. 


But oh the greateffets of rareſt love, 
It lovealanguor be,hoyy then live 1? 
If life, hovy doe Ithenſuch dead fics proye? 
If ic bereayeth ſence, hovy didI ſee 
The Angelsthen?if it revive the ſame, 
Why did not knovy lelus yyhen he came ? 


And 


Alarte Magdaiens fit Lamentation. 


And doel inſuch zealethus feeke forone, 
Whom vyhen Thaye found out, l donot know, 
Or if I know himtharotlate vyas gone, 
Now having him,vvhy doe ſceke him ſo ? 
Bchold my Chriſt is come, he vyuhom I ſought, 
Dothalke vyith me,and | my ſelfe know nought, 


Why doe Inotthenvyipe my dazled eies ? 

Ah hath my Lord in this yyorld liy'd ſo long, 

Dide vvich ſuch paine,ſhed ſhours of tears with cries, 
Laboured ſo much,and ſuffered fo machyyrong, 
And hath thereby no more preferment cought, 
Butfor to bea ſilly Gardiner thought? | 


And hath my kindneſſe ſomuch coft beſtowed 

Vpon the ointment vvhich 1 did prepare, 

Havel in anguiſh pin'd and ſo long forrowed, 

Shead all theſe teares, and had fuchheedleſle care: 
And vvas all done for one,andonens better 
'T hanisa filly ſimple Gardiner? 


Alas,and is aſilly garden plot 

The beſt free-hold thar my love canafford, 

[s this the higheſt office he hath got, 

Tobea Gardiner now that vvasmy Lotd: 
He better might have livd and ownedme, 


Than vvith hisdeathto haye bought fo finall afee, 
F 
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14 H loving Lord, thou only did(t deferre 

= (My conſolation to encreale it more, 

| po 9 That thy delightfull preſence might preferre 
—_Y anoreteniabeico witaſo ſote, 

_ Inthatthy abſence litcle hope had left. 

| —_ my = \lolong of Dli berefe. 


Tt may be that I knew not former blifſe, 
Till I atime vvasfrom the ſweetne(ſe wean'd : 
Nor vvhat it vvas (uch treaſures rich to mille, 
Which in thy preſencelof late attain'd ; | 
Vntill my povertic had madeir cleere, 

\ Ofvyhac incſtimable rate they yyere. 


But 


Marie Maodalens ſixt Lamentation: 


Butnoxy thou ſhewſt tne by a proofemoſtſyect, 

Thar though I paid thee vvith my dearelt love; 

Wich vvater of my teares to-yyaſhrhy feer, 

Wich my beſt breath, vvhichalldeſire could moye 
Yer ſmall the price yvas that I did beſtow, / 
Waying the yyorth, whichnow thay lerſt me know. 


- 


# 


[ fought thee dead,pindin a ſtonie gaile, 
But find thee living and at libertie:'« 
Shrin'd in a ſhroud,thy viſageyyanand pale, 
" Leftas the modellof all milerie : - 
But now inveſt in glorious robes find thee, 
Andas the preſident of blifle I mind thee. 


As all this vvhite I ſought but could nor find, 
Wept vvithout comfort,cald unanſwered to ; 
So now thy commine ſatisfies my mind, | 
Thy triumphs pleaſe my teares,vohichlong did vyo ; 
And all my cries are huſhe vvith chis one vvord, 
(Marte )cauſe {weetly ſpoken from my Lotd. 


For vyhen | heard thee call in yyonted ſort, ' - 
Andyvitch thy uſuall yoice, my only Name, 
Iſſuing from that thy heavenly mouths report; 
So (trange an alterationie did frame, 
As it I had been vyholly made anew, 
Being only nam'd by thee(yyhole voice I knew.) 


F jj Where- 


Marie May dalens fixt Lamentation. 


Whereas before my.greche benum'd melo, 
My hodic ſcem'd the heade ofmy deachart, 
My heart(foulestaftin)kild a careand yvo, 
And my vvholeſelte did ſeeme inevery parc 
A double funccall preſented plaine, 


Of chee and of my (elite together flaine. 


Butnow thisoneyvord hath my fenceteſtored, 
Lightned my mind,and quickned my heat, 
And in my toblea living {picic p#hred, 
Y ea,vvich ſweet comforc {irengthened every part : 
For vvell this yyord a ſpirit dead may railc, 
Which only yyord made Heayen, World, and Seas. 


Marie | was vwhen fin poſſeſt me yyhole, 
Marie l am, being nowin (tare of grace, 
Harte did vyorke the ill that damn'd her {oule, 
Mari did goodingiving ill place : 

And now Iſhew both yvhat I vvas and am, 
This vyord alone dilplaies my ioy and ſhame. 


For by his yertues that did ſpeake the ſame, 
An Epitome of all his mercies ſweet, 
A Repetition ofmy milcries came, 
Andall good haps I did together meet: 
Whichſo my fences raviſhed yyith joy, 
I ſooneforgotmy ſorrowes and annoy, 


And 


Marie Magddlens ixt Lamentation. 


And thus my hearta troupe of ioiesdid lead, 
Muſtered in rankes,to mutinie they fell, 
Conſpiring vvhich mighs vworthieſt be made, 
With them my owne unworthies doe rebell; 
And long indoubttfull ſlue they contend, 
Till view of higheſt blifle the ſtrife did end, ' 


He vyas my Sunnc,yvhole going downe did leave, ! 
A dumpiſh night vv:th fearefull fancies fald, - --- - / 
And did each {tarre of gliſtering ſhines bereave, 
And all the yyorld yvith myſtic horrorhillds4- | 
Andevery planec reigning erlt ſo bright, | 
Were chang'd co dilmall fignesinthis darke night, 


Yet now the cleareneſle of his lovely face, 
His vyords authoritie vyhichall obay, 
This foggie darkneſſecleane away doth chace, 
And brings a calme and brightyvell tempered 
And doth diſperſe cloudsof melancholie, 


Awakes my {:nce,and cures my lethargie, 


day ! 


R apt vvith his voice, impatient of delay, 

Out of his mouth his talkeI greedily rake, 

And to this firſt and only vyord | ſay, 

And vvith one othervvord this an{weremake, 
Rabboui : then my ioy,my {pecch did choke, 
I could no more proceed,nor more hear {poke. 

F j* Love 


Marie Magaalens ſixt Lumentation, 


Loye vyonld have ſpoke, but fear conceal'd the clauſe, 
Hope framed yyords,but doubt cheir paſlage ſtaies, 
When | ſhould ſpeake, | then ſtood in apaule, 
My ſuddaineioy my inward choughts quite ſ{aies : 
My voice dothtremble,and my toung dothfalter, 
 Mybreath dochfaile,andall my fences alcer. 


_ Laftly,inlieu of vyords, iffue my teares, 
Deepe ſighs in ſtead of ſentencesare ſpent, 
Their mothers vvant they fi!l yvich ſighs and feares, 
And from the hearthalte-urtered breath chey ſent: 
Which ſoin paſsions conflict diſagree, 
+ Toſounds perceiv'd,chey cannor ſorted be, 


So fares the heart thats ſicke for ſuddaine ioy, 
Attaining that for yyhichip long did fire : 
For even asfeareis loves (till ſeryile boy, 
And hopean uſher unto hotdelire, 
So love is hard,a tirme beleefe in gaining, 
And credulous coniectures entertaining. * 


And though deſire be aptfor to admir 

Of vviſhe for comfort any ſmalleſt ſhade, 

The hotcer yetir burnes in having ic, 

"The more it cares to have ir perfit made: | 

And vvhile leaſt hope is vyanting vyhich is ſought, 
The beit aſſurances ayantage nought, 

vs And 


Marie Magaalens [ixt Lamentations 


And even as hope doth ſtill the beſt preſume, 
Inviting ioy toyvelcome "p"_ lucceſle, _ 
So ſeare ſuſpects true blifſe can hardly come, *' 


And calsup ſorrow, making it ſeeme eſſe; ; 
With greefebewailing the uncertainetic 


Of that vvhich ſhould beſole felicitie. 


Andyvhile as theſe doe mutually contend, 


Fearc ſometime fallech into deepe deſpaire, 
Hope tiſmng up, his fierie darts doth fend 


Of vyrath,repining to the emptieairez 
Makinga doubtfull skirmiſh,dead whe 1 hp 
Till evidence of proote the ſtrife have skand, 


For though( poorel)ſo fuddainely replide 
Vpon the notice of his voice well knowne, 


Yet for becauſeſo rareachaunceI{pide, 
His perſon chaung'd,himlelfe unlookt for fhowne x 


The ſight my thoughts into ſediton drew, 
Then were they purg'd fr6 doubtsby ſiricter yiew. 


And then though [| Oeeches vyould have iflued faine, | 
*nd my poore heartco his have dutie ſent, 
- Yer every thoughtforutrerancetaking paine, 
\Vhich firſt might be receay d,fo haſtily vvent, 
"That Lvvas forc Windllirentindlas co all) 
 "Toad@tbylignes,andletmy ſpeeches tall. 


And 


Marie Mavaalens ſixt Lamentation. 


And running to the haunt of my delight, 

My cheefeſt bliſſe, [{treight fall at his feer, 

And kindly offer in my Saviours ſight, 

Tobath them now vvich teares of ioy molt ſweet : 
To ſanttifie my lips vvith kiſsing his, 


Once greeyous, butnow glotious vyounds of blis, 


'To hear moreyyords [liſted not co ſay, 
Being vvith the yyordicfclfe now happie made, 
But deeme a greater bliſſefor to aſ(lay, 
To have at once my vviſhes full apaide 
Inhonouring and kil(sing of his feet, 
Than inthe hearing of his ſpeech, leſle [weet. 


For even as love, in nature coveteth 

| To be united, yeatransformed yyhole 

Outro iclelfe into the thing ir loverh : 

' $6hyhat unites, love moſt affeRerh (ole, 

And (till preferreth leaſt conjunction cyer, 
Refore belt ioies,vohich diſtance ſeemes to ſeyer, 


To ſee him therefore,doth norme luffice, 

To heare him doth notquiet yyhole my mind, 
To ſpeake vvith him in ſo familiar vvile, 

Is not ynough my looſe-let foule to bindz 
No,nothing can my vehement love appeaſe; 
Leaſt by his touch my yyvo-worneheart 1 pleaſe. 
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Her falling at {brifts feet ro kifſe them, brs 


forbidding her : [:ying, Donot touch 
we. for 1 am not yet aſcended 
to my Father, 


H loving Lord,whatmy ſteric is this; ST 
Being deadin finne, | Er thy mortall feet 
That were to die for me,now may not kifle 
Thy glorious feer, yet thou haſt thought icmeet 
They ſhould asvvell for my good now revive, 
As for my good they dy de,being late alive? 


| 


A, 


WHY 


"i 
Thou didft admit me once to annoint thy head, 


Andam Inowunmeet rhy feet to rouch#? 
'Thou wonred was for to commend the deed, 
Which now thou doeft command me fromas mach: 
O Lord,fith I and others ſhall them feele, 
Why doeft thou now forbid me fo to kneele. 
G Whas 


Marie Mandalens feventh Lamentation. 


What meaneſt thou cod Lotd); that chou cteltrain(t 


My heartof fucha duriefſo defired, 
Sich chou mongſt all thy friends, ro me haft deign'd 


The firlt of thy telte(ot all required: ) 


With thy firſt yyords my eaces (ole happie be, 
And may Inot beblelt wich touching thee ? 


If ceares have vyoon ſuch fayour, from mine cies, 

If longing earnesarecompencelo ſweer, 

Why doeſt chouLord my feeling hands deſpiſe, 

And barre my mouth from kiſsing thy {weet fee 
Sith Iips(with plaints)SC hands(with will co (er ve) 
Doeſecmeas greatrewardfor to deſerve. 


But notwithſtanding, thus thoudoelt prevent 

My tender offer,vvhich lyyould ettect, 

Forbidding me to touch(asit thou meant) 

I ſhould the difference of thy ſtace reipect 2. 
Being now a g101ious,not a mortall bodic, 
A lite eternell,and not momenta:ie. 


For ſith-che bodies i1nmortalicie, 
T he glorie of the loule together knit, 
Ate both of cthemindowments heayenly 
For (uch as in {;\xeet Paradice doe ſic : 
Rights of another vyorld vyeil mailt thou deeme 


This favour, than nothing of ſinalleſteeme. 


Though 
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Marie M agtalent ſeventh Lamentation; 
ThouyhrtomyFarher | havenor aſcended, 
I (hortly ſhall,lerchy demeanure then - ||| 
N-tby the placeyvhere lam, be intended, . 
But by that place vvhicismy due't and yyhen 
Wh reverence thou farre off yyould(t fall, - 
- I wvill conſeacrhar chou me handle ſhall, 


If chou my former promiſes beleeve; | 
My, preſent vvords may be a conſtant proofe, 
Do: 12t thy ejes and eares truevvicneſle give, 
{i hands and face moſt fecle for hearcs behoofe3 
|! cxex and eares deceived be by me, 


As vvell may hands and face deluded be. 


Yetit c10u feareleaftl ſo ſuddaine part, 
'T hatit thou cake not leavenow of my feet, 
With izamble kifle;vvirh ceares ferchc thy heart, 


T hou never ſhalt (o fic aſealon meet; 
Licenſe that doube, for all theſe loyes of thine, 


There vvilt be tound a more conyenient time. 


But goe about vvhar now morehaſt requires, 
Run co my brethien,cell chem yvhat | ſay, 
Thatl to (arishie their foules deſires, 
For themin Galhlee vyill goe (tay : 

And there before them ſhort] yvilll hee, 


Where they my ſacred heavenly tace ſhall ſee. 
GH 


And 


_ _—_ _ wy - _” 0 wo. - ÞD.- __y 


PMinvie Mag dalens [eventh I amentation, 
And [ preferring tore my»viſh his vvill, 
Even like a hungrie ehild-departed from him, 
Puld from atear,vohich ſtore of milke dock till, 
Orlike athirſtie Harr, from brookes exil'd : 


Sorrie that | by carrying ioytull newes, 
Should leaye my Lord,vehom | did ratherchulſe. 


Alas thei (ſaid [) cannot others be 

Made happie,but by my unhappie crolle, 

Cannot their paine come in by none but me, 

And not by me,but by my heavieloflc: 
Mult dawning of their day my evening be, 
Andcoentrich themlelyes Sa cheyrob me ? 


Alas goeecke to better thee(deare hart) 

And caſe thy yyoe in ſome more happie brelt, 
Sith unworthie creature for my parr, 

Am nothing freed from my late unreſt : 

Bur in thetaſt of highfelicicie, 

The vyant yyhereof doth vworke more miſerie. 


Thus lead by dutie,and held backe by love, 

I paced forward, but my thoughts goe backe, 

Readie eftſoones a ſounding FA ro prove, 

But that firme faith ſupported me from wracke : 
And towards the Tombein breathing ofc I curn'd, 
As it thataire withnew refreſhing burn'd. 


SJome- 


Marie Magdalens ſeventh Lamont ation. 
Sometimes poore ſaule my ſelfe I doe forget, 
Love ina ſweet diſtraction leading me, 
Makes meimaginel my love hayemet, . 
And ſeemes as though his yyords vyere feeding me 


] deemehis feet are folded mmy armes, 
And that his comfore my chill (piricyvarmes, 


But vvhen my vvits are all againe awake, 
And thisa meere illuſion is found, 
My heart halfe dead,it yyonted yvoe doth take, 
And greater greefe my (icke ſoule doth confound, 
1 hatl(alas)the thing it ſelfe muſt miſle, 
Whole onely thoughtſo much delighttull is, 


Andas I paſſed yyhere my Lotd hath beene;, 
Oh (tones(faid |)more happlierfarrethan], 
Mott vvretched caicite,l alas haye ſcene. 
When unto you my Loid did not denie 
'T he touch of his for ever bleſſed feer, 
Whereot my ill deſerts makes me unmeet. 


Alas, vyhat crime hayel of late commit, 
That cancels me oucof his good conceit? 
| Ordoth my Lord his yyonted love forget, 
May I no more his yvonted love await ? 
Had lfor tearme of life his love in leaſe, 
And did my right expire in his deceaſc ? 
G ith Ok- 


Marie Magdalen ſeventh Lamentation. 


Oh in his feer vvith reares ar firtt Lvvric 
My ſupplicationtor hismereielweet, 
Wich {ubsand pooreloule) i pointedic, 
My hair: did chortelytoldighcing vver, 

My lips impreſsion humbly (eal'&che ſame, 


They vverc the dores rhatenticnce ful dd give 
Inco his favour,andbyuato kom | 
By kind acceptancermibishevr: tive, 
B, crembdid myphoinblegoiragedrarme i; 
Vnto hitheadpuintent dig rt gon ae | 11, 
In mityucuitgs of WodLb1yancls plaine, 


owalas I ant tanteniedbe i 15148 | f 
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» rk. - dowae my dgfitzatbacfores fo high, | 
1 0 mcancr hopes, and leave alofi co cume.r 
$1; h to; mer favours nowarema. kes roo bigh, 
Eicher 40 levell ac,octo comenigh., is 


But oh ambitious cies for fo veake fight, - - 
He is coo brighca Sunne, your lookes ace ty'de, . 
And noware lunicced co meanerdighe, | 
And rather like a Baxe,chan Eagle £y'de * 
Y ou mult yaur ſelves tinteriourlogkes ſubmit, 
For him to ſee, luch ijubliauce is unfic. 

| No 


Witch reverent (hampayinick tomy ck toule came, 


? 


Marie Maodalens {cventh Lamentations 
No,no,ſi chÞ4mfrom bis feecteiected, 2 er 7 
How can | thnke;be t thar my vant offanh 


Is caufe Jam fo'flenderlyr patient, 
An that his heartroyeeld melove gainelaith 2. 


Yea,chat| am from all poſſelvonehirowae, 
Of his kmd ror apar-4 vverecarlt mncowne- 


Yer vvhy ſhould! ſtoopeto afeare-ſo baſe,. | ; 
When vvant of faitvwviths finne wayvwwarle,; 
He did Menon . arty of his grace;- 11G 
And (hall1 now, Cc faintly } warns." Tos 
T hinkethat my Lordſo Hanecully veliddeals; - 
Asto abridoe Larne} GX 2 


Is the ſincericie of my pure Love, 

(Wherein he hath nv partener at all) 

Inno reſpect availeable to move, 

Or in account is it {o light and ſmall, 
As that ita y ng hope ſome ke to find 
Of vvonted mer hd hi ark kind. 


I will not vvr WTO. thought, 
Sich his appearing doh approve cheſame, . 


His vyords o rethrow that ſuch ſuſpicion verought, 
His countenance doth ce'llam toblame; 
Why then ſhould [from ſuch avaineſi urmiſe, 


Sucke ſo nuch ſorrow in ſuch fooliſh yvile ? 
T hus 


- 


Marie Mapdalens ſeventh Lamentation. 
Thus as | trayailed in this journey ſhorr, 

My fantaſies long voiages did = wy 

And heal'd my mind in ſuch a yyayering ſort, 
Hope could notyvin,norfeare yyould not forlake : 


But twixt them both my viſion made me glad, 
And pgreefe of my deniall made me fad. 


But asIyyas in this perplexed vvilc, 
Riſing and falling inuncertainetie, 
The other holy yyvomen I eſpic 
That firſt vyith me came to the grave to ſee, 
Toyvhom the Angels had made demonſtration 
Of Chriſt my Lord and maiſters refurrection, 


T he Conclufron. 
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''» ;rleſus met therw, ſaying, al Haile 3903 
'H how profound areall ty iudgements Lord, 
How doeſt thou take my ſorrow to thy heare, » 
How fdoththy cies ſuch bleeding drops afford, 
To ſee my vvounded ove and greeyouslmart;,. | 


That thy ref uſall late requitedis 7 
With ſuch a grantlo free andfull of blis, 


# 


Full of content,the baulme of,croubled ming, +. .,., 
T hat tooke ng pleafure vehererhy preſence yyanted, 
But oh how grace. hath graced me to find, , _ + 
Thelove, yyberevyith wy ſoulzjs cheefe xcqualpice, 
His love's may life, by his love my jj eliverh, # 

For co my,loulc his ovebeliebreuh Ghai 
2 Now 


The { oncluſion, 
Now are the-dolefull, darke; and pitcht-fac'd clouds 
Dilpearſt and driven frommy comforts face, 7 
"Thoſe melancholy, moiſt, and vyat'rie ſhrouds, 
Thac did he brightneſſe of my ioies diſplace, 
Wrapping me up, asineternallnight, 
Vaniſhe they are, ſeeing my hearts delight. 


Delight in him,to whom all love is debc, 

Seaſd vyich the heart, the ſoule,andallche might, 

Apaiment:that admits no vvorldly ler, 
Tolinger or defraud a heavenly right : 

|  WhichifI cannot payasduerequires, 

Accept(O Eord)thy debcorstrue defires. 


Let me thy everlaſting priſoner be, 

Chain'd in the linkes of aneternall love, 

My want and vvill is only knowne to thee; 

Avvilling debtour [ vvill ever prove: 
And vvhat | have, Lifreely doe beltowe; 

 Takeallmy yyorth, for partof that { owe. 


Oh Chriſtian ſoule rake Marie to chy mirrour; 
And if thouvvil: thelike effects obraine;. 
Then tollow her inlike affections fervous, 
.And fo with her,like.mercic ſhalc thou gaine : 
_ _ Learnfinfultlmanofthis once ſinfull yyoman, 


That ſinners may find Chriſt, vvhich fin abandon, 
That 


The Concluſion: 


Thatlove recovereth him, that (inne did loſe, 

That firme beleefe recallech that agai 

Which fainting faich did quite for{ake to choſe ; 

That yvhat nor forcenor fayour can obtaine, 
Norpollicie by mortallmeanesbring in, 
Continued teares of conſtant love can win- 


Learne then efher for Chriſt no force to feare, 

And out of Chriſt nocomfort codeſire - 
With Chriſt his love,all loye(thoughne're ſo deare) ' 
To oyer-cule,to quench fond fancies firey 

Riſe carely ſoule, in thy good motions morne, - 
Sleepe notin (loth,vvhen diligence may performe. 


Runvvith repentanceto thy ſinfull hart, 
Whichſhould the Temple undefitd have bin, 
But through thy fault,deſerves no better part 
Than be the Tombe for Chrilſteo burie ins 
For vyanting lifc to talt chis heavenly bread, 
He ſeem'd to thee as if hehad been dead. 


Remove the loads that preſſe thee downein (in, 
The tone of former hatdneſle roule away, 
Looke to thy ſoule,it Chriſt be lodg'd therein, 
Andif thou find that therehe doenot ſtay, 
Then weepe without, in other creaturesmind him, 
Sith had inall, in any thou mailt find him, 
Haq | Make 


7 The Concluſion, 
Makefaith thine-elt;hopepuide, andoyethy' lighe, - 
Secke him,not his;for himfelfe,norhis feeds; © * 
If ichHwvefound Him Ma Clbiidie nj _ 7" 
Let hopsſecke for himwvyherr the Sy to Sens) 
If —_- toſte him have thee luckly led, 
Let love ſeek&furthet in him ro befed. 


If Sorrow knocke; RemotſcisMercies potter, 
And eyer opens to ler Doloutin, 
Vritothae dorebethou a quickereſorter, 
Tis much to ſave the loſſe that comes by ne? 
Hethart of Sorrow is true mournefull aſter, 
| Dothfeele ſins ſmart; and find ins falving- plaſter, 


Strive vvith thy thoughts, being all prepar'd together, 
Toriſe outof mortalities foule mire, 
Which hathno ſtanding,nor firme footing: neither, 
Prevent thedaunger,and intime retires: 
Craye to be cleane of thar ſame flch Fire urged, 


For vvhoispure, that Teſus hath not _ Fey 


He can theruines of thy ſoule repaire, ** 
He yer deſtributerh his mercies eafere'! 


The doreſtands open yer, thy ſaitePtepar 
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if 
Let not repentanice ſtay old yieinſs, 7 Hi-ecd 


"When the Meridianof rhy Sun's once paſt, 


_ The maine Nacure hies upon theefaft, * 
Awake 


The [onelufon, « | 


Awake therefore, warch th 'cyils bore _ \f- 
Provide befgre thaube ſurpriz'd gf breach, -. 
Vpon the þale horſe heed Ieaft thine ele, 
Note himthat fits thereon, yyhoſe nameis Death? 
Bereadie forthe ſtroke he is to giye, Wn 
For fearethou die,ere thou begin ro live. \ 


Oh mild Phyſicianhow vell didft chou "IKE ry 
Thy coroſiveſo ſharp did Preeye my yyound, 
Which did by Ignofance, not errour grow, 
Therefore noſooner fetebur helpey vyas Sefounda.”; 
Thy linative appli dt, did*eaſe Wag Ne 
For though thourdid 'f6:bid* "twas no reſtraine, 


Andnow toſhew thaþih 1 deniallla if hog [LM 
Was bur #chiteketd mi tg In 
Andnoreiecting of my Tut vvith hate; 
Thou lerſt mevyaſh thyfeet immytcare bath: 
] kiſſerhem too, the ſcales of ourredemprion, 
M Y loye renewed vvith endleſlſe conſolation, 


Thus haſt thou Lordfell Rniſhed n my teares, 


Aſſured my ho pigfeomeoncgd Wer 


Repaid my / lovegte UE I my 
at hearrrequires$ 


Perfected 101CS Wee 


And made the ed of expirin2 orectes, 


The preamble to eyer freth relectes, 
H 3n How 


The Concluſions 
How mereifull a father art thou Lord 
To poore forſaken Orphansin diſtreſle, 
How ſoft a iudge,thatiudgement doth afford 
With mildeſt grace, to ſinners comfortloſle ? 


How ſure a friend unto a ſyncere lover, 
Whoſe pure and faichfull loye doth alterneyer ? 


Thou then that art yvich diligence prepard, 
Going vvith ſpeed, ſtanding with hopes lift hie, 
Humbling thy heart, thy haughtie yvill impar'd, 
If chou yvith eMarie none butQhriſt yyould (ce, 
Himſelfe yvill to thy teares an anſere give, 
And his owneyyords aſſure thee he doth liye: 


That fweetly he,vnto thee being ſhowne, 


To others thou maiſt run,aud make biz knowne. 


